lasted. Then we plunged Into hub-deep sand.
The more the car laboured to get out the deeper
Its \velght forced the wheels to sink. Finally
we removed everything on board, and with a
roar the car pushed the sand aside and swung
ahead. \\"hen we were clear of that particular
pit and an equally bad stretch of sand that con-
tinued for several hundred yards. King stopped
the car on solid ground. Then we had to carry
up our half-ton of photographic impedimenta,
cans of petrol, and bedding-rolls from the
place where we had stalled. Even Klam Shah?
our giant Afridi, who ought to have been
acclimatized, since he lived only a hundred miles
away, nearly crumpled up. As for the rest of
us, if we had had another five-gallon can of
petrol to go back for, it would be there yet.

We were never many miles from water, and
occasionally we passed near enough to the
Kabul River or to one of its small tributaries
to be able to fill up the radiator. Moreover,
every time we emptied a five-gallon can we filled
it with water so as to be ready for an emergency.

Nearly as troublesome as the patches of deep
sand were the washouts. Into one with a tricky
bottom of rolling stones we plunged well
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